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mIRTEEN

WAYS OF LOOKING AT A COCKROACH
Apologies

to Wallace

Stevens

I.
Among the towering spice rack,
the only moving things
were the legs of the cockroach.
II.
I was of six minds
Like a food processor
in which there are six cockroaches.
III.
The cockroach slid across the wet table top.
It was a small part of an impression of Peggy Flemming.
IV.
A man and a woman are two different things
A man and a WOMan and a cockroach,
are two different things and a household pest.
V.
I do not know which I prefer,
The beauty uf inflections
Or the beauty of innuendoes
The cockroach urinating
of just after.
VI.
Green, water sucking ferns filled the window
with long green fans.
The shadow of the cockroach
crossed it, to and fro.
The mood traced in the shadow
"Could you direct me to the Roach Hotel?"
VII.
why do
Do you
skeets
of the

o bearded man in Creative Writing,
you imagine being Tom Selleck?
not see how the cockroach
around the feet
nymphomaniacs about you?

VIII.
I know jive accents
and perverted, sadistic moans;
But I know, too,
that the blackbird
ate my cockroach.
IX.
When the cockroach marched out of sight,
it marked the edge
of one of many equilateral triangles.
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X.
At the sight of cockroaches
flying in the turquoise light,
Even the poets
would cry out sharply,
"Cockroaches don't fly"
XI.
He rode over Idaho
In a '62 Buick.
Once, a fear shocked him,
In that he mistook the shadow of a blackbird
for his cockroach.
XII.
The river is flooded.
The cockroach is shopping at Apple Valley.
XIII.
It was morning, all morning-It also snowed.
The cockroach sat reading the Wall Street Journal.
Jeff Hoover
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FIVE COLORS
Red is the color of the bricks
that line my
ancestors' graves,
unmarked,
on a wooded
Vermont mountainside.
Blue is traffic roaring
past the motel room
at night,
especially the
mechanical screams
of eighteen-wheelers.
Yellow is a new car
in a coffin parking lot,
marked with
computer-generated
death certificates.
Green is what an old man
spits up before he dies.
It is also a wool sweater
in his closet.
Grey is the color of
war photographs forever.
Brian Bragg
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DOORS
Snow pales the porchlight
As I shiver on your doorstep,
My numb hands buried
Deep in my pockets.
The door slivers open
To your faint, social smile.
I remember freckles blooming
And frizzy red hair,
Now covered by make-up
And tamed by a comb.
Leaning
:Against the door,
You say nothing.
I look behind you
For a glimpse
Of the inside,
But you keep
The door
Just cracked.
"I must have the Wrong address."
You nod,
Pushing the door shut.
The porch light
Switches off.
Standing for a while
In the coldnesil,
I wish for my tomboy buddy
and unlocked doors.
Maureen
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~atherlne

Clancy

TUNNELS
I sit by these tunnels in the weeds
and I remember
how July was--or should I think of August?
I'm not sure.
A lot of time I've spent in martyrdom, that kingdom
in which one hour of experience becOmes two of remembrance;
in which the price paid is the actual value doubled.
It was difficult to not send a card for your birthday: alway.
I had hoped that you would realize how much I cared
and react accordingly.
But the romanticism has drained and rubbed apart
like a blister,
like leaves after enduring the transitions: the Fall-Winter hardness,
the Winter-Spring thawing,
the Spring-Summer drying,
the inevitable crumbling in the Fall.
There is no love in excessive pride
nor in the absence of self-respect;
I won't call,
I won't write,
I won't send messages through your friends.
I only will do as I do now, sitting near these tunnels whose insides
are wet with the sweat of old waters and old lovers
With weeds poking at the bare skin revealed by an untucked shirt,
I wait, and I try to learn to like it.
I try to replace remembrance With snatches of self-respect,
like the self-imposed blindman who finds satisfaction
in his intensified sense of smell.
No card was sent this year, I'm sorry.
July--or should I think of August?--is not affordably sacred now.
Self-respect is too expensive to be washed away by the waters that bathe
these tunnelS.
Ruth Hl1l
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WAITRESS
They run around
like chickens recently decapitated.
They say, "please, thankyou,
can I help you?"
all with a smile on their faces.
They'll serve you,
slAve for you
make things appetizing for you.
Put up with your grumpiness,
your crummy humor
and smart-ass remarks.
And think of all the weirdos!
They come in drunk
or stoned
or with plain old mental problems.
Get this out.
Get that out.
Order in.
Order up.
Order out.
And take another.
"How is every •••. "
"Care for more •.•"
"What kind of .•.. "
All for the nickels and dimes
lying among the ashes
and an occasional faded dollar bill.
Taina Mantey
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REBEL
Old man Rebel, eighty by cat time,
bent double from arthritic pain,
hobbles through kitchen's slow-yielding
door, sagging stomach and drooping chin
pulled carpetward by gravity's
invisible hand, dragged down
by the strength of time.
His rosebud nose no longer tells curry
from tuna. Misty-gray eyes stare blankly,
bathroom mirrors after a shower;
ears twitch less often, thunderclaps
a pin dropping.
His gaping grin,
nothing but a toothless yawn,
reveals his leather-coated
tongue.
Host days he sleeps, soaking sun,
dreaming of his supple past
in woodland parks hunting two-legged prey.
Today birds easily evade his stilted
chase, mocking his age-humbled gait.
Sleep pacific yesterday thoughts, Rebel,
live now for your journey to tomOrrow;
Andrew
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Paxie

LEAD BELLY

(SOUTHSIDE BLUES)

Leadbelly,
leaning back on a crumbling park bench,
facing the littered alleys and collapsing projects,
stretched his lumpy arms.
His clothes, threading at the ends,
fit tightly on a stomach
filled with turnip greens and pig knuckles;
his cane,
splintered at the tip,
planted itself by his alligator shoes.
Picking up his joy,
a twenty-year old guitar,
a scare-faced gangster,
he plucked the rbsting strings
with· bony, ebony fingers.
His lyrics,
dug from his soul,
filled the ghetto with sweet sounds.
Leadbelly, singing the blues,
is only a reporter,
bringing lonely messages to an ignoring
white world.
Hike Leavitt

-8-

HE AND RICK SPRINGFIBLD
The June day vas bright and hot.
The sun baked our skin
And our brains.
We were just finishing
That first stale loaf
Of dry white bread
That my mother had saved
For making French toast.
The grass was cool
Under my bare feet.
The metal arms of the chair
Burned my skin.
"As I was saying," Rick oontinued,
"As soon as my royalty check cOllIesin,
I'll buy a new Z-Baby."
I gazed into his dark shades
That almost hid his sentleneli,
"I see. More bread?"
"No thanks."
He looked at his watch aod
Too-quickly annourtced
That he had to leave.
"See ya," he yelled
Over his shoulder,
Strolling towind
His black Jaguar.
"leah •••and
Don't forget the grenadine."
Lynn Heyer
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WALKING TO mE

CIDER HILL

On my way to the Cider Hill,
leaves drift in the frosty breeze,
and like a blanket,
spread over the countryside.
Stopping to rest on the leafy cushion,
a mattress beneath the trees,
I watch the dance.
The leaves waltz down,
dressed in long amber dresses,
three-piece pumpkin suits,
with colorful corn-husk scarves,
and fashionable acorn hats.
Curtsy for the menfolk, bow for the ladies,
dosie-doe around the tree,
then settle on the ground.
~len the Cider Hill urges me on,
the leaves scuttle lightly behind,
in their Virginia Reel.
Tami limery
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WINTER WALK
Snow,
packed by tire tracks,
creaks beneath my booti.
Archaic smiles pass me by,
eyes staring into the cold,
expressionll
needing to be thawed
like IItreet lightll
glaring their mechanical eyell.
The wind bellowi,
driving me against a wall.
Feeling the warm briek
that has sponged the sun,
now wrung against my cheek,
I pause,
viewing the chilly scene,
wishing I could defrost it.
Ann Katherine
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Conley

Dead grass in the spring,
Back of an old woman's hand
Both patchy and brown.
Jeff Squires
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FEELING STONE
Solid smoothness,
The stone flows
In my palm
Like a pewter stream
Pushing across rolling valleys.
Once covered
By soft, moist
Earth,
The stone now absorbs
Me,
Like a sweet friend,
Spills no secrets
And drips no lies.
Maureen

Katherine
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Clancy

I

AM
a snake
an amphibious
creature
by nature
a patron
of night
by habit
I sUp
(not sUther)
through
the grass
more silent
than air
until a
rustle
ripple
or rivet
captures
my
attention
and I
slowly
cunningly
painstakingly
ease into
the water
causing
neither
wobble
nor wave
then gather
myself
building
power
to strike
I am
ruler of
these
shoreline
parts
b
e
w

a

r
e

Sarabeth Rayner
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STEP SISTER
The colorful Christmas lights blink
on and off
As the guests mingle around the livingroom
spilling eggnog
on the antique coffee table
in my father's house
decorated by the other woman's hands.
I am just another guest
Here for the Holidays
to share their "family traditions"
The other womim
is in the kitchen
chatting
throwing together
deadly looking hors d'oeuvres.
Slouching against the livingroom wall
I am alone
Silently
Watching
as
Her daughter tosses her curly black mane back
and laughs
Lean and Tall
she prances acros. the oriental rug
changing the record
to another, made by her own sweet voice
then
Back to her throne
a pround grin crosses her clear complexion
My daddy's standing behind her
Bragging to business buddies
and the old lady from across the street
about the paintings on the wall
with her signature
in the
bottom right hand corner
and about
the trophies for dance
on the ilant4!l
With her name engraved in the shiny gold
and
"Isn't she beautiful1" He beains
They agree, grinning
As I slouch against the livingroom vall.
Susan Yarington
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October JOt 198J
Rio de Janeiro

From my bedroom window I look at the taxis
One parked across the street is for sale
Its license plate reads RJl220
To the left there's a building under construction
Near the sky is a wooden platform used by workmen
to build the next storey
I wonder how many seconds there are between it and the street below
The last time I came here, I saw a family living unde~ a viaduct
I rode a bus with six bags of belongings (they were of white plastic,
with a hanger jabbing a hole through one), and five people going somewhere
We passed the big statue of Christ which overlooks the entire city
I go to an open fruit market and watch a legless man who wears sandals
strapped to his trunk
He inches through the market, selling onions
Another man leans into my face and breathes a dirty breath smell
He asks for money which I don't have for him
Those types of men have questions for you always
I went to the beach this morning and I'm burned now
The dollar climbs daily and I'm still wondering how long
it would take to hit the cement below,
how long for this city to fall inconspicuously into the ocean
This tropical paradise with Winter pains that have no cures~
Ruth Hill
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FOUR VIGNETTES
Up across the state highway there was this little grocery store. The
owner was a white-haired artifact from a lost civilization named Jim. Jim
always wore the same clothes and was sitting on the front porch every time
I saw him. I think he hated me. My grandfather said he hated everyone.
An old lady, Louise, worked the cash register. I didn't like her.
She was always asking nosy questions. One time she hugged me and started
to cry. I don't know why she did it. She smelled awful. I squirmed free
and ran home 8S fast as I could. Three weeks later she died.
If you walk through the woods behind Jim's store you'll find a little
hill. The only way up it is a narrow path overgrown with weeds. tenneth
and I found the cemetery quite by accident. It was very old and hadn't been
cared for in a long time. There were only four headstones standing, and one
lying face down in the leaves. ~enneth lived a quarter mile away from it and
never knew it existed. One day we decided to dig up one of the bodies. It
was my idea. I don't know why I thought to do it. Anyway, two days before
Christmas we snuck up the hill vith ~enneth's shovel.
They caught us taking the first shovelful off 1865-1924.
Last Christmas I saw Kenneth for the first time in five years. He said
I had changed a lot since we were little kids. I told him he had changed in
a lot of ways himself. We talked for a while. Finally I asked him about the
cemetery.
"They fenced it in about three years ago," he told me.
I didn't care. I was no longer fascinated with digging up the dead.
~enneth told me he's studying to be an archeologist.
Brian Bragg
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PLAYING

THE GAME

Bobby clung to the bar stool, his long, gangly legs wrapped tightly
around its shiny metal frame. The acrid smell of warm beer hung in the
stuffy room and Bobby's mouth tasted sour. His right arm rested on the
beautifully varnished table, supporting his aching head. Across from him,
on the other side of the table, sat Albert and Jacob, best buddies.
A bag
of salted pretzels, one end savagely torn open, its contents spilled, was
beiw en them. Tiny grains of white glistened dimly under the buzz of a
f
escent light like minute jewels which had poured from a bag of treasures.
Bob y's fingers traced the outline of his full beer can in front of him,
lightly following its smooth, rounded contour.
A clock radio blared from the
counter beside the sink. It read 9:13 P.M. 8S an old Beatles tune, "Hey
Jude" played.
The chorus of na-na-na-na's was just beginning, accompanied by
some occasional static interference.
" ••. so the elephant says (snort), 'that's great but how do you eat with
that thing? '" Albert burst into a high-pitched guffaw.
Jacob joined in,
chuckling, and Bobby smiled.
Albert was a large, extremely wide. muscular
jock. A typical teenage athlete; not much in the way of looks but a fun guy
to be around.
He was currently in the process of guzzling his ninth beer and
had also assumed the position of "entertainer for the night."
Joke after joke.
he recited every single one he had ever heard, that he could still remember.
And. the delivery he used was truly more amusing than the jokes themselves.
Recklessly. he would tell the first part of the joke. paying almost no attention to detail or specifics.
It was as if he had a breathtaking1y
beautiful
picture in his mind but was only allowed twenty-five words to describe it.
Then. as he neared the end. he would snicker or giggle, anticipating the best
part. Finally, he'd reach the punchline, spitting it out with a roar of laughter. or sometimes with his high-pitched titter which made him sound like a
little girl laughing at a playful puppy.
It really didn't matter that he told
some of the jokes more than one time. for he seemed to be having so much fun
telling them. Bobby and Jacob just had to laugh right along anyway.
Bobby
liked Albert sometimes, but a little of him went a long way.
Jacob was a fairly handsome, lean, dark-haired seventeen-yesr-old
with
the ability to get along with anyone. when he felt like it. He had a charming
smile, not a pimple on his face, a good share of girls chasing after him •••
But. he was different.
There was something about him that Bobby couldn't quite
understand.
He and Albert were best friends but Albert never seemed to notice
Jacob's occasional weirdness.
Bobby knew he wasn't alone. though.
There were
others who were uncomfortable around Jacob.
Jerry Brooks. a good friend of
Bobby's. had said one day, "Jacob gives me the creeps sometimes.
I've known
lots of people who like to make themselves look good, but, he's the only one
who really seems to get a kick out of making people look bad. I just stay
away from him."
Bobby had usually stayed away from him too. until 'tonight. Albert had
called him on the phone around six o'clock.
"Are your parents gonna be gone to the Gardener's New Year's Eve party?"
"Yea, I guess,"
Bobby had replied knowing for sure they would be.
"Good, I'll see you later then," (click).
Bobby hadn't really minded that Albert invited himself over. that was
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just his obnoxious personality. Besides, Bobby really didn't have much planned
for New Year's Eve, anyway. But, when Albert showed up with a case of'Budweiser
and his good 'ole buddy, Jacob, Bobby was apprehensive. He had always felt
intimidated by Jacob and the way he was able to influence people. "We can't
get too wUd," Bobby had warned. "My parents would kill me if they found out:
about this." The fact was. Bobby just never liked to drink booze. Whenever
he went to parties that had alcohol, he always found an excuse to leave before
anyone noticed he wasn't drinking.
"Sure, no problem," Albert had said, as he plowed through the living room
toward the kitchen. "Hey, ya got any ice?"
"In the freezer," Bobby had said uneasUy.
He had turned to shut the door
and saw that Jacob was still in the doorway, staring at him blankly. "Are you
coming in, Jacob?"
"Oh, yea," he said, "Thanks." He smiled and entered the room.
The party had gone fairly well as far as Bobby was concerned. They watched
a comedy with Jerry Lewis on television, ate a couple of pepperoni pizzas, and
then went into, the kitchen where the beer was stashed in'a bucketful of ice.
But every once in a while; Bobby would look over at Jacob, who had been pretty
quiet the whole evening, and catch him staring. As soon as their eyes met,
Jacob would look away. His face showed almost no expression, as if he were
deeply concentrating on something. Albert never noticed, for he was too absorbed
with the movie and pizza.
Jacob was perched on his stool, now, much more talkative since drinking a
couple of beers. "Here, Albert, an addition to your col1ection~" Jacob said as
he rolled an empty can two feet across the table where it came to rest against
Albert's thick forearm. Bobby watched as Albert picked the can up'in his huge
hands and stacked it on top of the pyramid that he had been meticulously constructing for'the last twenty minutes. It was incredible that he didn't knock
the whole thing over, as drunk as he was.
"Great! I only need about: five more to finish my masterpiece." Albert
grabbed a handful of pretzels and chomped them into paste. "Bobby, how' 'bout
tossin' me another beer?"
"Sure." Bobby reached down into the bucket at his feet.
"So, how's it goin' with that Sheila girl, Bobby?"
"Pretty good," Bobby replied, surprised. He realized it was the first
statement Jacob had directed at him all night. He was suspicious. A can
bumped against the back of his hand and he pulled it out of the ice water.
Shaking off the excess water, he set the can on the table and gave it'a push.
It went halfway across and Albert scooped it up, pulling the ring opener in the
same motion. Pshht! The beer spewed up out:of the opening, frothing down the
sides of the can.
"Shit!" he exclaimed as he jumped from his bar stool. The front of Albert's
shirt and blue jeans were soaked. "Somebody get me a towel!" Bobby jumped up
and looked around the kitchen, searching for a dish towel.
"Please don't let it stain the rug," Bobby thought. He spotted a yellow
towel wrapped around the handle of a cupboard above the sink, took one long
stride, grabbed it and tossed it to Albert.
"Man, I gotta get this stuff rinsed out," Albert whined as he rubbed hiB
shirt with the towel. "Myoid man will have my butt if he catches me drinking
again." Albert stumbled off toward the bathroom, still holdin~ the half empty
beer can. Bobby glanced over at Jacob, who was giggling.
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What a klutz.
Don't you think?"
"God, he is such a jerk sometimes!
Jacob said, taking a sip from his beer. "So tell me, what does Sheila see in
someone like you?"
Bobby was stunned by the question.
"Oh, I don't know. We've only gone
out a couple of times. Nothing really serious.
But I do like her." He didn't
know what else to say.
"I think she's a beauty."
Jacob looked down at his beer. "I wanted to
ask her out about a month ago but you sort of beat me to the punch."
His eyes
looked over at Bobby's beer. "How 'bout another beer, Bobby?"
"Yea, sure." Bobby leaned to his right and fished in the cold water again.
He held the dripping can out to Jacob.
"Not for me, for you," Jacob said innocently.
"You drink it." Bobby felt
his face flush.
"No thanks, I'm not finished with this one." Setting the unopened can on
the table, Bobby picked up his beer, feeling its heavy liquid weight slosh around inside, and put it to his lips.
"Yea, I noticed you've been drinking the same one for quite a while.
What's the matter, you don't like to drink, Bobby?"
"It's all right," Bobby replied, his fingers running along the wood grain
of the table. He didn't want Jacob to notice that he was uncomfortable but he
feared Jacob already smelled blood.
"Ah, just how many have you had?" There was a short pause.
"Three or four, I guess," Bobby lied. It occurred to Bobby that Jacob's
tall, lean figure, slouching slightly on top of the bar stool with his shoulders
curled made him look vulture-like.
"You know, Bobby," Jacob began, "you are really lucky to have Shella.
She
only goes out with a certain type of guy ••• the kind with a, good'reputation,
you
know? He can't be some wimpy square that doesn't like to have a good time. It
would be terrible if she ever heard that you weren't cooL"
Bobby fel t his
stomach turn upside down. The toilet flushed, diverting Jacob's attention.
Albert entered the room wearing Bobby's blue Adidas T-shirt.
"I had to hang my other shirt in the shower," Albert said, pulling the bottom of Bobby's T-shirt.
"Hope you don't mind."
"Well, you could have at least taken one of myoid ones. I just got that
shirt for Christmas,"
Bobby said, obviouSly annoyed.
"Well, EXCUSE me, Bobby.
Here, take it, I don't want your crummy shirt!"
Albert began to peel it off.
"Oh, just forget it." Bobby didn't like the way things were going.
Albert
pulled the shirt back down and slid on to his stool. Reaching across the table,
he grabbed the full can of beer in front of Bobby.
"Hold it, Albert.
That's Bobby's beer."
Bobby glared at Jacob.
'Why does he have to play these games?' he thought.
'Well, there's no way I'm gonna do something 1 don't want to do.' "Look," he
began, "I don't want another beer, okay?"
Bobby was looking directly at Jacob,
who had a cock-eyed grin on his lips.
"I wonder what Sheila is doing tonight?"
Jacob said. I'll bet she's out
partying somewhere.
Celebrating with her friends.
Don't you agree, Albert?"
"ttml., Probably out getting bombed."
"Here, Albert," Bobby said angrily, "Take the beer."
He gave the can a shove
with his left hand and it tipped over, leaving a trail of ~ater as it rolled across
the table.
It strayed off course and crashed into Albert's tin pyramid.
The
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empty cans toppled on top of each other with a noisy clank and rolled off the
table, landing on the carpeted floor in a series of thumps.
"Smooth move, .Ace! llhat is it with you tonight anyway? You've been acting like a total jerk." Albert turned to Jacob, "What do you'say we go someplace else, Jacob?"
"Yeah, Okay. 1 don't think we're welcome here anymore." Albert stormed
off toward the bathroom to retrieve his shirt.
"1 wish 1 'd never evertcome here. Wasted a good New Year's Eve •••"
Albert mumbled down the hallway.
"He too!" Bobby yelled after him. "1 didn't invite you in the first place!"
He turned to Jacob.
"Sheila is at Lane's party tonight. 1 talked to her earlier on the phone,
before we came here." Jacob was walking over to the couch where he had left
his jacket. "She likes you, Bobby, but you're just not'her type. 1 think she'd
have more fun with someone like ine. Youknow'what 1 mean?"
"No, 1 don't know what you mean. 1 thiitltI'm very much her type. I'm just
not the type that goes along with the crowd just to be popular. You know what 1
mean, Jacob?" Bobby stood up and carried his three;"quarters full beer can over
to the sink. "1 don't need you'and 1 really don't care what you'say to Sheila."
He tilted the can slightly and its contents began to splash in the sink. "She
knows me and she likes the way 1 am." Bobby watched the last couple of gliJbsof
beer pour out of the upturned can. He set it on the counter by the siitltand looked at Jacob. Albert returned'wearinR his beer;"soaked shirt. He picked up his
.varsity jacket and, slipped it on.
"You really are a trip sometimes, Bobby. There's some things about you
that 1 just can't understand." Albert walked toward the door. "Let's go Jacob."
Bobby followed them through the living room; Albert swung the door open
and let it bang against an end table.
"Sorry!" he said as he exited.
Jacob paused in the doorway and turned toward Bobby. "You'got'guts. But
you ain't nothin. You're a nobody frOl1lnow on."
Bobby slammed the door in his face. He turned and walked back into the
kitchen. It was only a little before ten o'clock and he knew ~is parents wouldn't
be hoine until long after midnight. His gaze fell to the floor~ where the tin
cans that had once been Albert',s pyramid, were scattered. Bending down, Bobby
began picking them up, one at a time. He carried them over to a waste basket
and let theindrop. Then, he carefully took hold of the plastic trash bag, lifted
it out of the basket, and spun it around until its neck was wound tightly.
Reaching into a nearby drawer, he pulled out a twist tie and wrapped it around
the neck. "Whst a couple of jerks," he said aloud 88 he slipped his jacket on.
"Well, 1 really DON'T care if they tell everybody." He paused, thinking for a
moment, then picked up the bag and carried it toward the back door. "Sheila
wouldn't really believe them •••"
Paul Rarick
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TELL HIM YOU LOVE HIM
Outside the hospital window, a tree of lightning plan~~ itself.
Seated
in her lumpy lounge chair, Judy tries to ignore the storm, but thunder rattles
the windows.
Thunder, Grandpa doesn't call it thunder.
He says. "It's just
God, banging the pots and pans around, to let you know h~'s still there."
She wonders if he hears the storm in his room above, or if the heaving respirator and bleeping monitor block it out. Looking around the lobby at doctors
consulting at the nurses' station, she is frightened, not of'the storm, but
of Grandpa's death. ~18t if he doesn't live?
The click-clack of a gurney distracts her only for a moment.
He has a
remedy for every situation.
What would he tell her now? He'd say, "Judy,
when you're scared, close your eyes, and think of something happy. When you
open them, whatever frightened you won't be as bad as you, thought it was."
Thinking, she chews her lower lip, and then closes her eyes. Pictures
of a red pinata, her sister blowing out candies, and red toses fill her mind.
Listening to her mother and grandma gossip in the kitchen, she had turned away to look at her Grandpa through the spindles whieh separate kitchen from
family room. The embers still sparked red and blue from the log Grandpa put
on the fire, and now he sat cross-legged on the plaid loveseat, gazing at the
family album.
Stepping down into the room, she felt plush carpet ooze between her toes.
Although his cigarette smoke stung her eyes, she continued to the far corner
of the room. When she nestled in close, he didn't soya word, his eyes never
left the pictures, but his arm reached to encircle her.
Together, they turned familiar pages, cloudy black-and-white
family portraits, sisters and brothers splashing in the iake, Mom outfitted in her new
ski wear. At one photo he stopped, looking longer at it:than any other.
The caption read, "Sull'lller
at Rouge Park, Detroi~, 1939." The woman's
curls fought against the wind, the handkerchief in her breast pocket flowered
out, and she clutched a man's hand close to her twee~. The man, in his fresh
Army haircut and pressed uniform, shone like ice caught in the sun, he looked
happy.
"Who are they, Grandpa?"
"That's your grandmother and I, a week before our wedding;
Even then,
she was the most loving woman I'd known."
"How'd you find her?" He looked at Judy, and then toolt her hand guiding
her through his memories.
"Every Friday she came to my father's grocery, and after our first few
meetings I started sending her love notes in the sacks sh~ took home, so she
would think of me when she'd gone."
As his stories unfolded, she understood why Grandma fell in love with him.
"Once I bought the perfect red rose for her corsage; she was perfect, what
el~e could I have done? Anyway, I didn't have a car so I rented a horse and
carriage to take us dancing at the Veteran's Hall. ,I called her Cinderella,
she was so beautiful, but when the clock struck twelve, she didn't run away."
He turned and tickled Judy. She loved it.
"Whenever a new Clark Gable movie came out, she had to go; he was her hero,
you know.
I never liked the idea of his having part of her heart when I wanted
it all. I decided to grow a mustache like his. I refused to see her for a
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week while I grew it, and before I went to pick her up, I looked in the mirror
expecting to see Gable's double. When she saw it, she paused open mouthed,
and touched it saying, 'Oh; Frank.' Well, I've still got my mustache, and I'm
never going to shave it off." He fingered that coarse, dark hair, and Judy
snuggled closer, smelling roses on his blazer.
When she opened her eyes, she wished she had said she .loved him. A nurse,
wheeling medication, stops as thunder·booms. " •••close your eyes and think of
something happy. When you open them, Whatever frightened you won't be as bad
as you thought it was."
Just as her father and grandfather used to do, once Judy spent a Whole
day fishing with Grandpa. Grandma drove them to Island Lake; he never had a
driver's license. "Be careful, remember not to stand up in the boat, keep your
feet dry. I'll be back at Eiix,and, Judy have a great time."
"I told you, didn't I, that Uncle Teddy has a cottage here? Right over
there, see it?" And he pointed to a flaking cottage, not really a house, more
like a couple of rooms, weathered and comfortable looking, just right to escape
to.
"There's the boat. Tied to the dock. Come on let's get out gear and load
her up." The boat and dock blended into the cottage, a mass of brown. As she
walked over the rickety planks, she worried they would break beneath her. The
boat creaked when Grandpa stepped in, but it didn't sink, so she followed.
She watched the sweat forming on his muscular arms; his blue jeans soaking
up water from the bottom of the boat, and the grin across his face. Zooming
past, a speedboat rocked their boat. "Hey, Grandpa, how come we aren't using
a speedboat? It'd be a lot eaSier."
"Scares the fish, hon, and'we don't want to scare the fish." She watched
the water drip from the oars as he lifted them from the water.
Out of the two original bamboo poles her father and grandpa used, only
one remained, and Grandpa couldn't: bring himself to buy a fiberglass one.
"Put the hook through the Worm once and then again." Judy looked at the cottage
cheese container of worms.
"You want me to touch the Worms?"
"That's the only way you're going to get them on the hook."
"There's no other way? No, I guess not. (leay,no problem."
They shared that one pole, by trading every half hour. On Judy's first
turn she didn't catch anything, but she wasn't disappointed; she was with
Grandpa. Casting out his line, Grandpa immediately got a bit; but when he
reeled it in, only a clump of seaweed hung from the hook.
"Guess I'm a bit rusty, eh, Judy? Well, the sun's directly above us, so
by my calculations, it's time to eat."
From the brown bag, he pulled salami sandwiches, Rool-aid, and homemade
molasses cookies, her favorites. At the edge of the boat, a swirling fin appeared, then sank. Grandpa elbowed her. "Watch the water."
The fish swam near the surface again, and she saw the crystal, gumball
eyes, the slow fluffing of its gills. Quietly, it disappeared, and then burst
from the water. The sun turned each exposed scale to a rainbow.
"Hon, if I were a musician, I'd try to capture that in my song."
"It sure was beautiful. I'd come here everyday if I could see that scene
again."
Crumbs had caught in the bristles of his mustache; laughing, she brushed
them away, and he wiped her red Rool-aid mustache. A half hour passed'before
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the bobber jerked down.
"Hold on, reel it in slow .••okay, he's hooked, bring him in fast •••
what a beauty •••••
"Look, it's the one we saw before.
Oh, Grandpa, we can't ••••• They
watched it silently and she felt the swaying of the boat their movement had
caused, and watched the ripples reaching to the shore, never quite getting
there.
"Yeah, well, I guess .••• " And, like a surgeon in open heart surgery, he
extracted the hook from the fish's mouth, then let it slip back into black,
murky waters.
Into the tackle box went bobbers and hooks.
"That's it, han."
They sat feeling the lake.
Later, their pantlegs rolled up, they splashed along the shore. Grandpa
stopped; his fingers grazed the bottom, and finding the p~rfect stone, he
called, "Watch how many times it skips across the water."
He fingered it lightly, stood sideways, brought his. am all the way back,
and let the stone fly. It skipped five times.
"Grandpa!"
She squatted down and picked among·the rocks, and then imitated his motions.
The stone sank on the first jump, and so she tried again and
again but never got past two skips.
.
"How come you can do that so good and mine won'.t even skip three times?
Hy rocks are just as flat as yours."
''It's a skill that improves when you get old, and L'm gettin' old."
Turning back, they saw Grandma waiting for them, her head leaning against the
car window.
"Catch anything?"
she asked when they reached the car. Judy and her
grandpa grinned.
"Not a thing."
Riding home, she stretched across the seat ustn~ Grandpa's lap for a pillow. As she drifted to sleep, drugged by soft conve~satton, his thick hand
stroked her hair. She heard him chuckle and looked" up to catch his eye, but
he was looking at Grandma.
Judy sighed and hoped he kne~she
loved him •
••••.think of something happy •••" And she did.
When Judy spent the night, she joined Grandpa and Chi-Chi, his dog, on
their walk. Through the cracks in the sidewalk grew weeds, city flowers.
The
houses surrounding them were all the same, even the maple tree in each front
lawn.
Grandpa let her hold Chi-Chi's leash while he picked a bouquet of dandelions, happy and yellow.
"You know, pretty soon you'll be sixteen.
Have any Jllans?"
"You and Grandma will probably come over for dinner."
"No dates?"

"No, none."

"I know a guy, not bad looking, who'd love to spend the entire evening
with you."
"Who?"
"He. I was thinking we could go to the Hyatt Regency for dinner and dancing."
"But I don't know how to dance."
"Nothing to it, with an old pro like me to teach you, we'll be like Ginger
Rogers and Fred Astaire."
She didn't know who they were, but if Grandpa said
they were good, they were great.
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"The steps are easy, it's back, side, step, back, side, step, come on you
can do it."
Before long they were waltzing down the sidewalk-ballroom~ Chi-Chi trailing behind, the bouquet pressed between their palms. When they got home, he
swung Grandma around the kitchen.
"Frank, you old fuddy duddy, put me down. Dinner's almost ready."
"Well from now on you're going to be known as the girl Who turned down
Fred Astaire! I guess it'll be Ginger .nd I, tripping the light fantastic in
the living room. Come on, Ginger."
"Sure, Fred." And they swirled around the furniture iJntilGrandma called
them for dinner.
"Judy." Grandma's hands touch her shoulders, and she turns away.from the
room of people reading oid magazines, and the sound of a gurney wheeling down
the hall.
"Come on up, hon. We've arranged for you to see him."
The elevator doors open to a crowd of people inside. Judy stares at the
walls, and looks at her grandmother, Who gives a reassuring squeeze.
Dimmed almost to darkness, the lights shadow her parents leaning over his
bed. "He's failen asleep again. Why don't you wait here until he wakes?" her
mother Whispers.
Easing into a yellow vinyl chair, she watches the up and down motion of
the respirator, the tubes in Grandpa's nose and arms, fearful again she begins
searching for another happy time. Once she had the chicken pox, and Grandpa
couldn't come to her room because he never had them~ Instead he stood outside
the Window, flowers in hand, mustache curled in a grin, cheeks round and full.
"Sleep tight, hon," he said. She'd been too young to know she should have
told him she loved him.
Looking now she sees a nurse has shaved the mustache off, probably to make
caring for him easier. "Oh, Grandpa, your mustache, What's Grandma gonna say?"
His face has thinned to an empty bag, wrinkled Where the rolli used to be.
She reaches out to erase the lines. The touch causes his lids to open, and
dried lips crack her·name. She kneels qUickly, whispering, "You'll be okay,
won't you?"
"You· just have your danc!.n' shoes ready, Ginger, and I'll take care of the
rest."
"They'll be ready, FreeL •• Grandpa, you know I love you, don't you?"
"Yeah, I've known for a long time." He tweeked her nose before he Closed
his eyes, and went back to sleep.
Maureen Okaslnski
\
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THE ESCAPE ARTIST
"You can really ..•You can really interpret that many ways can't you? I
really think it's something we shouldn't overlook."
"Maybe."
Dr. W--Ieans back comfortably in the depths of the leather chair,
fingers intertwined, hea~ cocked and listening intently.
He looks pleased.
I've just made, in therapy, what my mother would have called:
A step in the
right direction.
My last statement contained beautiful catharsis.
"Why do you want to be that? Why do y,?u think?"
"What else would I be?"
"~thing!
A doctor, a lawyer-- I don't think it's necessary to bring out
the test results, do ~ou?"
"No."
"Think of what you could ehange, how you couldbe1p
people."
"I keep trying to tell you-- I can't refoi'lit
.!!!I.thing. I don't feel a need
to reform what I don't understand.
As for helping people~
I don't know anyone
who needs help more than I do."
Both the doctor's voice, and mine began to
"That's why you're here!"
elevate at this point.
"No, that ill not why I'm here. I'm here because People are afraid of me.
I'm here for your imaginary diagnosis, and my real proble~s.
I'm here because
nobody can rationalize like they used to."
"Your mother tells me you're a writer."
"I write."
"Well-- that's something you want to be, isn't it?"
"No."

"Why do you write then?"
I decided not to imswer'. it was a bad question.
Nobody likes bad questions.
"Does writing make you happy?"
"No."
"Are you happy?"
"No." The conversation was growing monotonous.
"I'm loveless.
How could
I write otherwise?
How could I be happy?"
"People.
People could make you happy."
"I'm going to tell you something.
Something I've never said before.
I
think-- I honestly think that I gave something up. 'A long.time age. Something
that was crucial to being with people.
I gave up something to see. How I see."
"Can you get it back?"
"If I could, I wouldn't write like I do. Wouldn't think like I do. Anyway-it wouldn't last."
I don't think you're lov~iess.
I've spoken
"You said loveless before.
with your parents and they love you very much. Enough to bring you here."
"This place is love?"
"What about them? What about your parents?"
"They've always given me the best things."
"Do you resent their wealth?"
"Let me tell you a little story.
I was once Bitting around with this girl
I knew.
It was strange because, knowing how I felt about her, what was to follow seemed completely absurd.
I felt as though she were the only person in the
world who would understand me-- because she had no desire whatsoever to listen.
Regardless, I told her things that up until then I could never have verbalized.
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After minutes of listening to me, her face remained placid-- unmoved. She
said: 'Poor
I really feel for1£!. With a swimming pool, and
two staircases, and a refrigerator for when the mood hits you. Who knows
suffering better than you?'
After she had gone, I went back to the spot where we had originally had
our conversation. I thought she was right, but not in the way that she had
in mind. Who better to suffer than the person who -has everything? Everything
but the essentials.
That night, I wandered into my mother's famous boudoir. She was sitting
before her vast assortment of cosmetics, preparing for the evening ahead.
Each time I've ent~red her room, I've thought the same thing. How well the
room suits her. How well aware she is of the fact.
Photographers once came to do a layout of the room for a magazine. They
asked her to be a part of the spread, because, though being complete strangers,
they sensed a flaw in the decor without her. They were right.
Her reflection stands before ev~ry mirror without her presence. The
hundreds of beautiful glass decanters, in unison, sing her name. It is the
coldest room in the house-- made of ice. It needs no one to be. It is.
Everything within the room lives in testimony of the life that money gives to
it. It laughs, and dares anyone to disparage its integrity. One cannot. It
is the truest statement of life without depth. Of things which live Without
man.
I sat down on the bed, careful not-to muss the spread because I know how
such things affect her. I observe her before her magnificent lighted mirror.
Hundreds of bulbs reflecting off flawless glass. She doesn't move-- but glides.
Her wrist dips into a drawer and readies an eyelash. A small tube exposes
smooth white glue, applied to the prepared edge. This ritual is performed twice.
The glue stings her eye slightly, and a tear plops down upon the glass.
When she is finished with the bottles and jars, she is perfection. It is
then that I feel the strongest for her~ Because she feels stunning, her smile
is more than sweet. AngelIc. She looks so demure. Though I already know
what to expect, I go to her anyway. I am under her spell, like the rest of
the world, irrevocable. For all of the bad that I've ever seen, her beauty
is greater~- it overcomes. I rush to her~ to touch her, and tell her what she
means. I am full of love for my mother, and from her smile, it is love that
she seems to want. The minute I touch her she frowns. The charm disappears,
and all that is left is shame at my audacity. I am defiling her and the room.
I don't belong within either of them. You don't sit on the couch, you don't
touch the glass, you don't embrace this woman.
I followed her downstairs to where my father was waiting in the foyer.
His face appeared angry and apathetic. He placed a stole about her shoulders.
The fur turned to ice. They're so good at going through the motions-- infallible.
He opens doors, rises when she rises, does obediently. She allows him the
right to be her escort. It is a right. He takes her to the right places, and
wherever they go, heads turn in acknowledgement that he Is in the company of
a right-looking woman.
One may scorn the two for many things, I realize. But perhaps the most
incredible thing about the two is their truth. There is no pretense Within my
home. No love attempting to exist. Nothing to argue over. This is a business
relationship, both parties mutually benefiting. For this you must respect
them. You must respect what they've sold-- respect their courage.
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After my parents left, I decided to go back upatairs.
I heard noise
coming from Brock Nathan's room, and went in to check.,- Btock Nathan was my
oldest brother.
He committed suicide when he was twenty-five yeara old. The
noise coming from his room was the television.
Stephen,'~'next
oldest brother, was watching it. He always watched television in Brock Nathan's room
because he had the best T.V.
Stephen watches T.V. all the time, always in Brock Nathan's room. Also,
Stephen barely ever gets dressed.
He stays in his pajamas all day long. I
once asked why doesn't he just take the T.V. into his own. room, and he said
that he couldn't.
He said he could never lift anything 'ftom the room. He said
that all he could do was watch all of Broek Nathan's things, and make sure
that they didn't disappear.
I sat down on the bed and watched T.V. with Stephen for a while.
There
was nothing much on though, so Stephen suggested that we watch a tape.
'Which one?' I said.
'Harold and Maude.'
We've seen that one about'a hundred times. When we
first got a v~o
machine, Brock Nathan ran out and bough~ that tape. He said
that he saw it in Ann Arbor, and knew that we'd love it. We did. It's the
best movie I've ever seen. It was Brock Nathan's favorite too.
'I don't really feel like watching a tape now, Steph~n,' I said.
'I feel
like talking.'
I could tell that that was okay with Steph~n.
Stephen is very
intelligent, and nice to talk to. He's got a good sense of humor, and incenses
my father with how he 9tays in his pajamas all day., de doein't'~
to, though.
At one time Stephen was my father's favorite, you coula tell. After Brock
Nathan died, Stephen remained at Hichigan-- like nothing 'ever happened.
His
grade point never faltered.
4.0. Then, at the very beginning of his junior
year, he left achool without an explanation.
My father' tried his best to con~
vince him to go back, but he wouldn't.
Stephen was suppdsed to take over my
father's law practice, when he retired, but not now. 'My'father does,n't talk
to him much.
I don't think it bothers Stephen.
He just.watches television,
and Brock Nathan's things.
'Stephen, I'm going to be: The Greatest Escape Artist In The World,' I
said.
'Second greatest.
Somebody beat you to it,' he 9ai8.
He meant Brock Nathan.
'No,' I said, 'not like that. I mean, if something's bad or sad, I'm going to know about it, and escape before it can
catch ine.'
'What if you're not fast enough?'
'It won't understand how to keep me, and it will hav~, to let me go.'
'You're too egotistical.'
'Maybe.' Then Stephen got a look on his face which 'partly scared me, and
partly made me listen more carefully.
'Do you know what's real?' he said.
'No.'
-'This house, and the thing in Dad which enabled him to get it.'
'That's why I'm going to be: The Greatest Escape Artist In The World.'
'For how long?'
'How long are ~
going to watch Brock Nathan's things?' I said.
'Until I am moved.'
'I'm waiting until I'm moved too.' I said. We both iat silently for a
long time afterwards.
The sounds from Brock Nathan's antique clock permeated
the room-- demanding action.
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'I can't help but think,' Stephen said, 'that it's us that should be doing
the moving.'
'Maybe,' I echoed."
Dr. W-- remained still, as he had been throughout my entire story. He
stared raptly at my face for several minutes, showing no trace of thought or
emotion.
"I'm 90rry," he said. "Look, 1 think we really got 'omething accomplished
today. Would you--would you be willing to come in next week, llametime?"
Stacy Graber

A LATE WINTER-EARLY

SPRING EXPERIENCE

He woke up gradually.
It might have taken an hour. He was in a state
of semi-sleep, just conscious enough to feel the dizzy, floating sensation;
He had to concentrate in order to focus his eyes on the clock on the dresser.
Eleven o'clock.
Late, but he never felt guilty like he was supposed to. As
he pulled himself out of his bed, he yawned, deeply.
Standing, feet apart,
he reached outward, stretched stiffly then rubbed the sleep out of his eyes
with the corners of his fists.
He stripped his "nighttime" underwear off and tossed them. He put on a
fresh pair and stumbled out into the hallway.
He found his way to the bathroom. When he left, his sixteen year old sister screamed from somewhere,
"Flush the toilet!"
lie was too groggy to think of an appropriate reply, so
he went back and flushed.
Once he was dressed, he went down the stairs into the kitchen.
A thorough
but short search of the refrigerator only produced a medium size apple.
It
was shopping day arid shopping time.
He went to the big window that overlooks the lawn, beach and lake.' With
a jerk of head and wrist, he snapped off a too-large bite of'his apple.
It
took effort, but he chewed, slowly, reflecting on what he saw. The snow vas
thinning, melting more each day. Dark spots of'grass showed through in some
places.
The snowman had deteriorated; it vas no more thafi'just a pile anymore.
His dog Blackie saw him and began to bark and jump against the chain
that restrained him.
TIle boy finished his apple and carefully two-handed th~ core into the
disposal hole in the sink as though it vere a basketball hoop on vay to the
utility room. He retrieved his jacket, ski pants and boots from various hooks
and corners and systematically put each on. After he closed the storm door,
he pulled his hat and gloves out of their respective pockets and put them on,
too.
The glare of the sun made his eyes water.
He blinked uncontrollably.
It certainly is warmer, he thought.
Pretty soon it viII be spring, but not
soon enough.
He chucked aloud.
,
By the time he got to the dog house, his eyes had adjusted.
The dog vas
going nuts, pulling against the chain, leaping so violently he sometimes jerked
himself to the ground. Once loose, he ran wildly around the yard, barking and
charging but missing his fourteen-year-old master.
The boy went over to the L-shaped concrete seawall and jumped on top.
The boy turned his attention to the marsh which stretched from the north side
of his house and looped around to the rear and past the road toward the west.
"Let's go for a walk," he aaid to his mutt, vho had been on and off the
short side of the wall several times. The boy dropped off. the wall to the ice
below. Blackie wasn't sure about the jump and danced about, vagging his tail.
"C'mon, boy," he said slapping his thigh.
Blackie finally made an enthusiastic leap but tumbled and slid with a yelp
when he landed. But he stood up immediately and iooked around, apparently slightly
, disoriented.
While his master stood laughing, the dog sneezed; shook himself and trotted
off toward the marsh, no longer hyper.
His lIIaster,still giggling, followed.
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The dog started walking toward a stand of rushes. The boy called him back.
There'd be thin ice there, he mused.
They walked for the better part of an hour tracking rabbits and exploring muskrat huts. Without giving it much thought, the boy followed the dog
into a section of the marsh he rarely explored. Host people called this part
the swamp. Large mounds of snow with swamp grass sticking out dotted' the desolate desert-like landscape.
The boy sat down on a muskrat hut to rest. Blackie climbed to the top
of it and began tugging on the unused hood of his master's jacket~
The boy's gaze drifted to the southwest. Large dark swirling snow'clouds
were moving rather qUickly toward them. For the first time. he noticed' that
the wind had picked up. "We'll start back soon ~" he explained to his foui-legged companion now lying on the hut. But the boy watched the clouds only a
few more seconds. He sprang to his feet and began walking at a brisk pace.'
The dog followed.
In less than ten minutes, the snow began, not as if falling but driven
before the wind, horizontally. The boy zipped up his hood'and braced himself
against the Wind, eyes down. Blue ice! He was on blue lce. He looked up,
there were blue spots all around. Why hadn't he noticed! "Oh, shit! We're
on thin ice!"
The eerie sound of breaking ice was barely audible.
The boy turned and backtracked. He hadn't gone far before the sound faded.
The wind's whistle and the rattling of his hood against his head as well as the
blinding swirl of snow nonetheless made him uncertain about his safety.
B14ckie was far ahead, out of sight. He considered calling him, but didn't
bother. After about five minutes or what seemed like five minutes, he circled
in order to get a new angle on his house or at least where he thought his
house must be. Suddenly again, blue spots appeared all around him. There was
sponginess under him. He tried to get down and spread himself over the lce,
but it was too late. He felt the ice give way. He felt himself sinking.
The white of the snow and the howl of the Wind 'was suddenly replaced With
the dark utter silence of under~ice.
'
He tried to co~trol himself, hold his breath, but he panicked' and gasped
as if to scream, gulping and choking on water. The icy water had quickly
soaked his clothes. He felt as if he were being run through by millions of
needles. His eardrums and eyes felt as if they were being ripped out.
As a matter of instinct, not mind control~ he reached'up and grabbed for
the hole of light. His two-gloved hands fouitd the edge of the ice. He thrust
himself upward without hesitation. He had found primitive strength. His
head broke the surface. He sucked in air madly. His hair stiffened and froze
almost instantly once exposed to the air.
"Sonofabitch! Sonofabitch!" The boy felt for the bottom. He could touch
it with his toes and keep his mouth out of the water, but he could find nothing
to step on. "Sonofabitch!"
He tried to collect himself. Think, he begged himself. He opened his
eyes in tim~ to see Blackie. Hearing the boy's cries, he had come running.
The dog found a thin spot too. "Nol" was all he screamed as he watched the
little dog disappear under the ice~
He had no time to worry about the dog. His body was becOming numb. He
felt his strength snapping. He was dying, he knew it. Rut he screamed~
"No!" again in defiance of the inevitable. But his mind began to wander, he
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felt he must be in a queer dream.
The pelting sting of the wind blown snow
on his face prevented him from slipping away. But he was getting stiff and
his head began to sink from loss of strength.
He gulped In some more icy cold
water which caused a surge of new life. He thrashed violently.
"I won't die, not here, not now. Help, please!
For'God's sake help me!"
A fire began to burn from within him and spreaa to every fiber of his
body. Unrestrained, uncontrolled,
total rage erupted.
He tip-toed, breaking
ice inch by inch in the direction of a line of cattail tufts. He knew cattail often lined the canal.
He moved into shallower water and began breaking
off larger chunks of ice and taking longer strides •. He Moved faster, gaining
ground and confidence.
He half-laughed half-choked, vomitting some of the
water he had swallowed as he slid onto the ice.
"Damn you, I'm going to make it," he growled.
He crawled to the thicker ice of the canal and lltood up. His clothes
felt as if they were made of cement.
That and the sudded ~eight of gravity
subdued
his bravado.
"I got to get home.
It's not my titlle." He tried to
jog believing the water in his inner clothes would warm up.
He was so tired, his arms hurt, his lungs hurt; his head ached.
He was
so tired. He barely felt his feet hit the ice. He moved in ever slower
motion, once again only hoping he had gaged the direction of' home correctly.
The ice came at him with unreal speed.
It slammed into the boy~ stunning
him. His nose bled and the pain was sharp but a reverie seized him. His
thoughts blurred.
He thought of his family and how' much he loved them. He
remembered playing tag on the bridge a long time ago and baseball last summer.
He could see his friends' faces, hear their laughter.
He opened his eyes. The snow and ice in front of hi. was crimson~
His
jacket, ski pants and gloves were stiff and white:
"I got to get moving,"
was what he wanted to say but his mouth couldn't form the.words.
He rolled
over. "I don't want some dumbass fisherman to fidd.e in the spring."
As he started to move, ice on his clothes shattered arid fell off in flakes.
He got up on sll fours and slowly stood' up. The ice seemed' to shimmy.
He
stumbled to an old dike and with great effort scrambled' t6 the top. Looking
across the marsh, through the falling snow, he thought he could make out the
ghost-like outlines of the houses.
Suddenly the dike seemed to heave and the boy lost his balance and rolled,
down the other side and smashed into a muskrat hut. Though hiB legs felt Hke
rubber, he stood up immediately.
His legs gaveway again and he fell. He
turned in midair so as to land on his side and prevent some of the hurt.
His
legs burned with pain.
He began to cry. "It hurts so 1lIUch. If you're going to take me, .please
make it quick."
The wind had slowed and the snow had thinned out. He crawled to his feet
again.
"Time's up," he said trying to laugh.
"You' had your chance."
He
tried to jog, but he had to be content to walk.
Once moving, his legs didn't
hurt so much.
The ice still swayed trying to trip him but not so violently.
His feet
were still numb but he felt some tingling.
His hands and arms still hurt, a
little more than before.
He was on the ice spread-eagled before he realized the ice has cracked.
"Not.again!
You bastard!"
He crawled away from the breakthrough in a frenZied
scramble, not realizing that he had broken through an air pocket.
When the
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ice seemed firm under him, he carefully Itood up and continued~ without looking
back.
Senses dulled, he doggedly shuffled for another fifteen minutes~ When he
finally spotted his house, fatigue engulfed him and he sank to his hands and
knees.
"Ha's home. I hate to hear what she'llgoing to say." He laughed at the
stupidity of what he had just said and stood up again.
Just a couple hundred yards more, that's all. He comforted himself. But
it seemed to take forever.
He bent over the seawall and rolled onto it. He pulled himself to his
feet one more time but turned to face the marsh before going inside. He pulled
the glove off his right hand and defiantly saluted the marsh with his middle
finger, though the adjacent fingers were too stiff for any witness to,~now
what he was signifying.
The boy's moment of triumph was lost, however, ,in the next instant, because when he turned again to go in, he vas confronted with the empty doghouse.
His eyes filled at once. He now had time to worry about Blackie.
James Osterland
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FLIGHT OF FANCY
The day was warm as Michael strode briskly along the gently meandering
walkway.
He moved with confident, graceful serenity; long robes flowing in
the breeze, wings folded neatly at his back. Soft. White light, like the sun
through heavy clouds, seemed to radiate from everywhere, giving his face a rosy
glow. Always warm, always day, and always White, he thought.
He smiled with
resigned contentment.
He liked it here, and enjoyed his work.
The walkway was broad, winding up a subtle grade in A way that caused a
traveler no extra effort.
It was paved in finely polished white stones. laid
with orderly haphazardness.
As Michael continued up the path, Whisps of clouds
drifted over his feet, taken by the soft winds to merge with the billowing
c1oudbanks, hanging lazily in the air, so close to the ground that they appeared part of the landscape.
Michael reached the top of the grade. A limitlesb plateau sprawled before
him, seeming to embody the vastness of the universe itself.
The plateau was
covered in fine, cream-colored sand. Set upon it were thousands of low White
buildings in neat array, extending in ranks to eternity.
The structures were elegantly ornate, built and decorated in a less gaudy
rendition of the late Gothic style. When compared, none of the structures
was exactly·like any other.
All of them differed slightly--a subtle change in
an arch or doorway, a different expression on the face of a statue, varying
patterns etched in the brick.
Michael stopped a moment to regard the scene, warmed by its simple majesty.
Birds soared
Massive cloudbanks drifted in and out of sight like tall ships.
Countleu
effortlessly among them, their calls floating on the warm winds.
times he had stood here, and still the beauty moved him.
Best begin, he thought.
Michael turned toward the east wing, where he
was working now, and like the birds that drifted ov~rhead, lifted easily into
the air. Gaining altitude, he leveled and spread his wings wide, soaring
eastward.

* * * * * * ~ * *

Jonathan wriggled slightly, suspended in darkness, conscious only of the
silky, liquid warmth that surrounded him. He didn't kn~ who he was, or where-only that it was no longer comfortable and protecting.
He felt closed in.
smothe'red. He turned, struggling, as an undefined force pushed him downward.
Another forceful contraction.
He felt cold at the top' of his head, ahd
sensations he could not interpret near his face and ears. He was being pushed
and pulled at the same time, the cold spreading down his body. He felt more
of the strange pressure; heard sounds he could not understand.
He sensed
brightness behind his closed eyes. He swung his arms, kicked his legs. He
was free. Everything was foreign, bewildering to him.
He felt something soft wrapping him. The cold went away. He was lifted,
suspended in the air. The soft warmth slid away and the cold returned.
He
breathed, deeply and haltingly, not understanding his need to do so. There was
a sharp, searing feeling at his back.
It stung and burned him. He didn't understand his pain. He cried out, and finding relief in it, continued to cry.
He was rewrapped and passed into new hands, drawn close to a new warmth.
Ris
crying began to subside, and soon he was asleep, lulled by the soft surrounding
warmth and the strange sounds that meant nothing.

* * * * * * * * *
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Michael gazed down upon Jonathan as he winced slightly in hi8 sleep.
Studying his chiseled features, Michael'brushed hi8 hand against the shadow
of stubble darkening Jonathan's rugged jawline. Jonathan soon slept peacefully again, Michael's hand resting gently on hi8 shoulder~ Michael smiled at
the unseeing, unknowing man.
Jonathan slept in one of several brass beds in a starkly furnished'room.
Other men and women occupied other beds. A white placard rested on a small
bed table, JONATHAN MATHESON inscribed on it in elegant gold leaf. A
crystal vase held a single red rose. Michael adjusted the placard, pulled the
quilts up over Jonathan's shoulders. and with a satisfied sigh. moved onto'
the next bed.

•• •••••••

Jonathan stared ahead through the,windshield, momentarily mesmerized as
the car sucked up the endless stream of yellow lines. His roundish face Wrinkled
in puzzlement.
"But Grandpa's not gone. Dad-he was there. I saw 'im!"
Jonathan's father sighed and looked from the road to his son, then across
to his wife. His eyes asked for help. but she raised her eyebrows and shrugged.
not knowing ~at to say.
"Grandpa's body is here, Jon. but his spirit is gone. That's wtuit.happens
when you die. Then you don't need your body any more. That's why they bury it."
Jonathan nodded, uncomPrehending but vaguely reassured~ The memOry of his
Grandfather, lying so still in the big wooden box. wouldn't go out of'his head.
He looked so white next to all the flowers, like a dummy. Jonathan tried to
touch him, not believing Grandpa was real. His father ,scolded him harshly.
though. and took his hand away.
Jonathan tried to remember his Grandfather before he died~they way he
really looked. how he talked, the way his face felt when' he hugged him. He
couldn't. Only the white face, looking so old in the box. came into bi8 mind.
He closed his eyes tightly to make it go away.
"Will Grandpa's spirit come back some day, Dad?"
"No Jon, it can't." his father'replied~
"Is it in Heaven?" Jonathan vaguely understood Heaven.
"tin

1lmn'Iml••••

"

"Will I go 1:0Heaven, Dad?"
"We all will someday, Jon. Then everyone will be together."
That didn't sound too bad. JODathan nodded again and let his eyes fall
back to I:heroad and infinite string of yellow lines, quickly disappearing.

•••*•••••

The quarterback joined the huddle and called the play rapidly. He looked
up and quickly scanned the faces of his teammates, looking for any sign of misunderstanding. ,He asked throatily, "Right?"
The team responded by clapping their hands once loudly in unison. and
barking oul:a half-grunt, half battle cry of affirmation. The huddle broke
and team took their positions. Jonathan ran around to the end of'the line,
vaguely aware of the crowd's cheers and the voice of the announcer in the backAround.
" ••••will have to be the last play tonight, but it could put Central ahead
and into the finals ••••"
Blood pounded in his ears as he put his mouthpiece in and crouched' into
a three-point stance. The quarterback began to call his signals. A defensive
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lineman glared menacingly a few inches away, and Jonathan returned his gaze
coldly.
The key signal was called and the team sprang ioto ~tion.
Jonathan
leapt' nimbly asideof'his
opponent and surged forward.
A linebacker picked him
up as he neared the end zone. Jonathan continued, timing the run half-aloud.
" ••• 37 ••••• 38 ••••• 39 •••• "
He crossed into the end zone, jumped forward onto one leg to fake his
pursuer, lunged the other way and spun around.
The ball was there, a little
high. He vaulted upward, raking it in, taking it to his stomach.
He was
tackled as his feet touched the ground, but it didn't matter.
The catch was
good.
As he stood up he heard the final buzzer go, and the last triumphant cheer
of the home crowd. He could hear the announcer shouting as his teammates raced
toward him:
" •••spectacular play! It's Matheson with the catch in the end zone, making
tonight's final score 24-20. Looks like Central High School is going to the
state finals!"

* * * * * * * * *

Spoken in a rich, English-accented
baritone, the words resounded in the
domed auditorium.
Tension among the crowd seemed to increase as the commencement speaker closed his oratory.
It •••
and it would be this, if nothing ~re,
that I.would leave with you."
The speaker finished and stepped down. Smatterings of applause rose from
the crowd, and quickly became a loud, enthusiastic hiss, like static on a radio.
The Dean of Harcourt University stepped to the podium as the crowd gradually
fell silent.
Jonathan sat, tense, in front of the long dais from which the Dean spoke,
surrounded by almost 1400 friends and strangers;
His hands were sweating, and
he ran them along his gown to dry. He only half-listened to the Dean's speech.
Four years ago this had been little more than a dream, and tonight when he went
to sleep he would be a college graduate.
As the Dean began calling names, Jonathan became immediately attentive.
He waited forever, it seemed, before hearing his own. He climbed the short
flight of stairs and crossed to the podium.
"Congratulations, Hr. Hatheson."
"Thank you, sir." He felt the paper in his hand.
Jonathan reached up, flipped back the tassel of his cap and continued across the stage to join the other graduates.
He waited easily now for the
ceremony to end, suppressing a satisfied smile.

* * * * * ****

A young warder in a loose, toga-like robe put a fresh rose in the vase on
Jonathan's table. Jonathan turned, deeply asleep, a faint smile on his lips.
He felt the cap fly out of his hand as he and the other graduates cast them into
the air, cheering.
He could hear the applause and see his mother and father
coming toward him, beaming.
The warder adjusted the quilts at Jonathan's shoulders and moved on to ~he
next bed.

* * * ** ** * *

Jonathan sighed heavily in exasperation, dropping his wrinkled cravat on
the dressing table and leaning close to the mirror.
He stared across at his
harrowed face. A clip-on bow tie would do just a9 well. He picked up the crumpled
silk and began again, his hands shaking.
No use.
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Finally h~ cursed softly and spun around to fling the tie across the room.
A tall, lean man stood in the doorway, grinning.
"Nervous, Jon?"
"This thing is driving me out of my mind!"
Jonathan turned to face the mirror again, looping the cravat around his
collar one more time.
"You know holt to work one of these things, Trev?" he asked.
Trevor walked to the table and Jonathan turned to face him, his hands
shaking noticeably. Trevor smiled, proferring his own hand.
"See:"-steady as a rock!"
,
"All you have to do is look pretty and give me the ring when it's time!"
"That hurts, Jori. This Is a big responsibility." Trevor said with feigned
distress. "Nothing like marriage, t;hough. There's a responsibility."
"Have mercy, man. I'm bad enough as it is. What time is it?"
"Time we were on our way. buddy." Trevor replied, glancing at hiB watch
and heading for the door.
Jonathan took a deep breath, adjusted his coat, and followed him out.
Trevor was already further down the hall. and Jonathan ran to catch him.
"No hurry, Jonny--I'd enjoy these last moments of freedom if I were you ••••"
They looked at each other and laughed~ Trevor clapped Jonathan warmly on
the back as they walked out of the building into the''spring sun.
A A A A A A A A

*

A hollow boom sounded over the water, followed by the sandy hissing of the
wave surging over the shore, depositing a montage of debris. It sucked back
suddenly, taking some of the waterline flotsam that wound like a path down ,the
beach--departing quickly, like a thief escaping with his spoil.
The saltwater felt icy as it surged over Jonathan's feet. The late afternoon sun beat down on'his back, and radiated thick, pleasantly heavy heat. ,
Jonathan walked slowly along the water line. His darkened skin stretched taut
over his sinewY muscles. He struggled along the familiar path, his joints
cracking as he raised his arm, shielding his eyes from the glare. A gentle
breeze stirred the thinning silvery hair covering his head.
He continued walking, the coarse sand and shells feeling good under the
hardened soles.of his feet. After a while he reached the end of the key, where
the water came around and behind the beach, forming a cape. His weathered
face crinkled into a smile as he reached the cape and sat down in the sun.
He watched the water, shielding his eyes from the sun's reflection.
• A

*

A A

***

Standing next to him, Michael watched, intrigued, as Jonathan unconsciously
struggled from under-the quilts covering the bed. Jonathan was sweating. his
eyes shut tight as if squinting into a glaring light.
Michael moved on, leaving Jonathan sleeping soundly.
A A A

****

A A

Leaving his wife sleeping, Jonathan walked out of the plain, four-room
apartment. The sun, just rising, was a pale glow hidden in the overcast 'skies.
The cold of the night lingered in the sand, chilling Jonathan's feet as he
walked toward the water. The wind blew in forceful gusts, whipping through the
few remaining strands of hair at the back of Jonathan's bald head. Be rainin'
soon, he thought, and encouraging his tired body, he picked up his pace toward
the shoreline. He hadn't missed this swim in years. He wasn't going to miss
it because of rain.
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The sea pitched majestically.
the winds pushing the water into foa.clef ted mountains.
Jonathan jogged in up to his knees.
The cold took his
breath away. His heart pounded in his chest.
The fierce drag pulled hungrily
at Jonathan's feet. and he fought hard to keep his balance.
The waves broke
around him. some nearly knocking him over.
He could see the sand bar further
out. and lunged forward.
Jonathan stroked steadily. the waves pushing hi. back taster than he
could swim out. He stopped. treading water.
His chest was heaving.
He
could' feel the pulse of his heart through his Whole body.
He was over the bar but still could not stand.
The huge swells rliced at
him, breaking over the bar in a fury of churning foam. Jonathan heard only
the thundering. hissing of the breaking waves: the blood pounding in hill ears.
He ducked under to avoid the savage. engulfing curls.
Out of breath. he surged
upward.
Too soon. lie was caught all one of the great IIwelh crashed over him.
The curl took him. hurling him againllt the bottom.
lie sought the surface. disoriented.
Hill lungll ached, burning within hill
chest.
He could feel the wavell jetting over him. lIurging and breaking.
He
was too weak and too frightened to fight any IIIOre.
Jonathan couldn't stop coughing. inhaling the burning lIaltwater. All his
lungs filled he weakened and began to 10lle consciouimells.
Nothing felt real
any more.
lIis panic began to flow away. A lIenlleof peace filled him. Hill arms and
legs drifted listlessly in the water.
Hill heart eased to'a stop. and he felt
a pleasant surge of blood to his head. then intense euphoria.
His head fell
back into the 80ft sand of the sea floor. With the last of his strength.
Jonathan closed his eyes.
A A A A A

****

Jonathan opened his eyes.
A bolt of white rushed into hill dilated pupili. and he shut his eyell again.
unaccustomed to the light. He opened them again. squinting. and let thenl adjust gradually.
He was warm. and felt a pleasant softness surrounding his body.
At first he saw only whiteness--everywhere.
As his eyes adjusted and his
senRes returned he became more aware of his surroundings.
the details materializing a little at a time from What seemed an enormous. empty page.
He was in a large bed. covered in white quiltll. A IImall table bellide the
bed held a vase with a single red rose. A placard lettered in gold stood next
to the vase.
He thought he could make out other beds.
Now that he could see
it, the room was a soft white.
Jonathan started as a young boy appeared and looked down at him. He had
longish. golden hair. and was wearing what looked like a Roman toga. The boy
laid A hand on Jonathan's shoulder.
It was warm and 110ft•.and Jonathan felt
strangely comforted.
"Rest." the boy said, and departed.
He returned shortly with a taller figure.
All the tall one came closer.
Jonathan swore he had wings--huge. feathered wingll growing from his back. Then
Jonathan remembered.
"Jesus!"
His head fell back abruptly.
He stared. wide-eyed. at the ceiling.
Michael chuckled warmly.
"You flatter me."
Jonathan looked up at him. His hair was a tawny gold. and flowed over his
shoulders.
He wore layered robes of lIilky white cloth. and did have wings at
his back. His expression was calm and friendly. his voice strong yet benevolent.
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Jonathan felt more comfortable.
He sat up and rubbed his eyes. His hands brushed against hi. now thick
beard.
He mumbled half-aloud "But all my hair •••it was never this long •••"
He looked at Michael, puzzled. Michael smiled a friendly half-grin, apparently familiar with Jonathan's reaction.
"Are you an angel. ••T" Jonathan asked. His voice was foreign to hi., but
he liked it.
The man looked off, thoughtfully. "teli•••yes, you could say that. My name
is Michael. Come, we should be going."
.
Jonathan stood, and found he was wearing a sort of half-toga; hail-loincloth.
He also noticed that his body was different--young, taut and powerful, not the
gnarled, sun-tanned one he remembered.
Michael led him out of the room and into a long hallway with many doors.
They walked slowly down the corridor~ Michael slightly ahead, Jonathan more
than slightly confused.
"Michael •••" Jonathan spoke tentatively.
"MmImI"" The angel turned and regarded Jonathan with casual "good nature,
beckoning him to walk faster.
"My hair •••beard •••my voice, body--they're all different--younger. Does
that happen when you come hereT"
Again the thoughtful, distant stare.
"No, I don't imagine. tou see you really can't .£2!!!!.
here. There's nowhere
to come from, my friend."
Michael spoke slowly, wanting Jonathan to understand.
Jonathan thought he had been misunderstood.
"Well, I mean Earth •••mortal life."
Michael smiled. "There is but one life, Jonathan," he said. "This life,
that you always have, alwayllW111 live. There is only here--heaven,8iIyou say."
Jonathan looked stunned; bewildered.
"But Illylife •••Earth •••my wife, my home--are they hereT;' They were nearing
the end of the hallway.
"Well in a sense, ye.s, for ~
are here. They are with you. But in actuality,
no, not really."
"But then where have I beenT What was I doing for •••62 years? Was it
all---Where was 17" Jonathan looked distreued.
"My friend, do not tty to comprehend too much, too soon. tou have been •••
asleep." He said the Word slowly, clearly.
"That may be Why you feel a little dazed, shocked even. Everything will
be new for a while." Michael squeezed Jonathan's shoulder reassuringly.
They reached the end of the hallway. Michael opened a door and they stepped
out onto what seemed like an endless beach of fine, cream-colored sand. They
began walking down a broad avenue that ran between two rows of beautiful white
buildings.
"AsleepT" Jonathan looked at Michael, then off into the distance, his
youtig, bearded face reflecting his struggle to understand.
"Then it was all just •••everything, all this time I was only ••••"
Michael turned and met Jonathan's eyes with his own compassionate gaze.
The angel nodded slowly and spoke-" •••dreaming."
Brad Gustafson
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On the Death of the Winemaker's

Widow

"Oh, I can explain that if you like," whispered the man with the pipe
to the young, traveling priest, who thought he must have missed out on a
fine joke after hearing laughter issue from the fog. Indeed, the very fact
that he was a priest helped him to receive an explanation.
The people of
Lunette never would accept strangers, and the man with the pipe, the glow
of which being the only visible thing about hi. in the fog, was certainly
no different.
"You see," he began, his hand twisting in II vague, but unseen, gesture,
"the crazy man came on a Tuesday.
I know it was Tuesday because that'a the
day old widow McGlish died. Well, actually, no one really knows for sure
when the old lady cashed in, but they found her on Tuesday, lying face down
and fully clothed in the shower with the cold water running.
Dr. Trsvail,
our coroner and taxidermist, said he couldn't tell how long she'd been dead
because the icy water tended to preserve her, 11ke carp or something.
Even
so, she had a closed casket at her funeral, although I must admit we all
wanted to have a peek at her. We didn't,see too many dead people here in
Lunette--not until the crazy man came, of course.
"The widoW's wine made the funeral festive, its bouquet wafting through
the room with the tittering of the womenfolk.
Gorman Garrote leapt atop
the casket and led us all in a lively rendition of a popular twostep while
Cabal Endicott, bedecked in his pin-striped suit and college ring, accom-'
panied him on the mouth organ. Gorman and Cabal were the town's big-game
hunters, but Cabal often complained to hi8 friends at the Lunette Tavern
about Gorman's obsessive hunting habits.
'At least I,' the wealthy Endicott
would declare, " can provide my tropies with a better home.;
"Shockingly enough, it was in the midst of these festivities that we
first saw the crazy man. He just sauntered in with the fog, stood in the
middle of the cavernous room, and laughed at the top of his lungs. Now, we
usually don't take too kindly to strangers here in Lunette, but when one
strolls into s funeral and yuks it up, you can start to understand why.
Gorman Garrote, who would shoot a stranger and then exclaim he had never
exisbed anyway, was the first to approach the crazy man. He pulled himself
to his full height and boomed so that spittle flew from his lips. 'What the
frig are you doing here?' or something to that effect.
"The crazy man shrugged, broke into a crescent smile, and said aomething
like, 'Why, i'm always here.'
"1\lways here? You've never been herel We've never seen youl'
"The craty man shuffled his feet once or twice and, winking at Gorman,
asked,
'Why did you kill her?' Gorman looked as though part of his lunch
found its way back to his mouth, aod we all had a pretty good idea of just
what old widow McGlish looked like at the time.
~You~re drinking her wine,
aren't you?' Gorman's cheeka shook, spittle glistened on his chin, and wine
sloshed out of his glass and onto his hand.
'You were always drinking her
wine.'
'
''"I.' m ncit 'the only one,' blubbered Gorman, his free arm flailing about.
'Everyone drinks her wine.'
The crazy man looked around the room at the men
in their best Sunday-go-to-meeting
clothes and with red-stained smiles curling
hideously up from the corners of their mouths.
Some of the women from the
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Ladies' Social Quilting Club set their glasses down quickly--one dropped
hers and stared accusingly at Gorman.
"'Yes, yes, ' nodded the crazy man passionately. ·but who will make the
wine for you now?· No one said anything then--Gorman wasn't even listening-and we just stared at either our own or some else·s feet.
"'Come now. friend.' articulated Endicott at last. ·Ce~tainly you can·t
believe that our drinking her wine led to our murdering the poor woman.
It
was merely fate.' He Made the last statement with a shrug of his shoulders.
"'Fste?' laughed the ctazy man.
·1 hardly think fate had anything to do
with it. No. you kIlled her all right. Just as you drank her wine. you
killed her. Oh, sure, you'll blame Gorman. and the whole town will secretly
blame Gorman. but in voice they will all blame you. and, finally. you all
agree to blame fate.' He tu~ned his face to the ceiiing artd shook his head.
eyes closed.
'What ..is fate to you? Some blind, evil shadow that strikes
haphazardly?
Oh. it's you who are blind. You grasp blindly for that evil
fate, and when your fingertips touch it you clutch it to the neck and squeeze.
never realizing that you·re at each other's throats.'
"The crazy man stepped to the door,and. opening it. allowed the thick.
quiet fog to spill into the room •. ·It really is a pity that you had to kill
her.' he sighed. and then. shaking his head. he left the room.
"'Outrageous!'
cried Gorman. finally recovered and standing once again
on the widow's casket.
'We cannot allow a Mad stranger to disrupt our town
this way!
I will not allow it!' He brandished the nickel-plated. pearlhandled .45 that he wore at all times. usually in full view. and disappeared
into the fog after the crazy Man.
"Cabal Endicott. never to be outdone by Gorman. pulled his dull. armyissue Colt from the inside of his pin-striped vest and left soon afterward.
"It was a couple of minutes. I suppose. before Gorman·,first SlN··the dark.
almoat shapeless silhouette moving slowly in the fog. Endicott. who marched
off into the opposite direction. probably observed a black shadow at about
the same time. Anyway. neither of them wasted any time. They lined up those
hazy silhouettes in their sights and fired lNay--we heard both shots aimost
simultaneously--and
both of them. we discovered later. hit their targets.
"When the final repercussions of the gunshots echoed lNay into the fog.
we heard that same. crazy laugh you heard just a few minutes ago. Father.
Some of the oldtimers around here say that on a foggy night like thia you can
still hear' that crazy man laughing. as if he were right next to you.
"Well. we found Gorman the next morning.
He was all curled up like a
kitten. only his face was shorn off and little pieces of him were lying on
the side~alk like squashed bugs. Endicott was a little way down. He caught
Gorman's bullet in the chest. but he didn·t make as much of a mess.
It
wasn't much different than if a schoolboy puked on the sidewalk or something.
The young. traveling priest. anticipating a joke all along, questioned
the man with the pipe about the story's validity.
"Of course it's true. Father.
I swear.
I was there. for Christ'. sake-pardon me, Father--but it's the truth." They walked along a short way.
following the glow of the man's pipe. "What?" exclaimed the man, startled.
"Yes, it is true! I just told you that 1. ••Huh? Than why did I just do what?
But, Father, I swear. I didn't laugh.
I thought il:was you •••"
Jeff Peters
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